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they can get in order to keep body and soul fit, and our
contempt for the theatre fan was justifiable.

My new lodgings being close to Victoria Park afforded
the opportunity for training if one were unconventional.
To practise throwing the sixteen-pound hammer re-
quires rough ground and plenty of space, and as I was
scheduled for that at the inter-hospital sports, it was
necessary to work when not too many disinterested
parties were around. Even an East-Ender's skull is not
hammer-proof, as I had seen when a poor woman was
brought into hospital with five circular holes in her head,
the result of blows inflicted by her husband with a ham-
mer. The only excuse which the ruffian offered for the
murder was that she had forgotten to wake him, he had
been late, and lost his job.

A number of the boys in my class were learning to
swim. There was only one bathing lake and once the
waters were troubled we drew the line at going in to give
lessons. So we used to meet at the gate at the hour of
opening in the morning, and thus be going back before
most folks were moving. Nor did we always wait for the
park keeper, but often scaled the gates and so obtained
an even more exclusive dip. Many an evening we would
also " flannel/' and train round and round the park, or
Hackney Common, to improve one's wind before some
big event. For diet at that time I used oatmeal, milk, and
eggs, and very little or no meat. It was cheaper and
seemed to give me more endurance; and the real value of
money was dawning on me.

Victoria Park is one of those open forums where every
man with a sore spot goes out to air his grievance. On
Sundays there were little groups around the trees where
orators debated on everything from a patent medicine
to the nature of God. Charles Bradlaugh and Mrs, Annietrons. Medical students need all the open wnd got the cash, but there was so   of u*y
